THE   REBEL                        24!

The rumble that has been sounding for weeks
from the front at Kuuskoski is also a familiar and
snug noise by now; it belongs to the situation,
without it life wouldn't be what it is. The long
files of hundreds of sleighs down on the ice seem
to move of their own accord, needing no boss to
tell them where to go; sometimes word comes
that so-and-so from these parts has fallen, and,
curiously, the news only adds to the sense of
security. Juha does not even want to be a
farmer; he is comfortable like this. Juha as
it were cloaks himself in the bustle of the con-
tinuous activity; nothing could be more un-
natural than that his brains should seek to work
out the significance and consequences of the
situation. He feels all right as he is, and in any
case he imagines himself to be safely hidden in
the crowd, come what may. For what does he
signify among all these thousands that anybody
should specially single him out? He goes to
fetch wood for the kitchen.

Juha is a hustler and the members of the Staff
invariably eye him and speak to him with an
approving smile. Juha is aware of this and
accepts their approval with a show of gruffness.
This very minute, only just back from a round of
the parish, he is fetching wood. In the living-
room other men sprawl on the beds; one man
sits in the rocking-chair reading a newspaper.

Yet this evening Juha cannot help stealing

R